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IN'T it most time

for Letty to be
back, father?”
asked Mrs. Har-
low, breaking the
silence that had long brooded in the
Her husband rose stifily and
crossed to the window.

“She's jest comin’ into view,” he
said, his eyes on the point where the
village road emerged from the screen
interposed by his own orchard. His
face brightened as the lithe young
fioure came briskly along beneath
the arch of winter boughs. Letitia
always conveyed the impression of
abounding, radiant joy. In a mo-
ment she spied him and waved her
muff gayly.

The Harlow house was but slightly
removed from the street, its severe,
uncompromising front unadorned
cave for the fan light above its green

Letitia deprecatingly eyed
loor she hurried in at the
gate. It had always been a
trial to her; but, to her petitions that
it be replaced by one of modern
wiks, her father had unexpectedly
tvrred a deaf ear. So it had stood
*» his father’s day, and so it should
semain while he had any say in the
matter,

room.

door.
this as

side

“Something uncommon must have
happened to Letty, mother,” Mr. Har-
low said, as the girl gleefully waved

a letter in passing the window.

“Letty is always bubbling over
somethin’,”” she said, placidly.
“It beats all the amount of pleasure
the gets out of everyday affairs. And
she isn't one to be always askin’ for
things, either.”

about

“That’s so—that’s so,” her husband
assented; “but this is somethin’ ex-
tra, I'll be bound,” and he turned
eagerly to the pretty vision that at
that moment appeared in the door-
way.

“It's a letter from John, with such
a wonderful surprise! You read it,
father,” Letitia urged, thrusting it
into his hands. Mrs. Harlow, look-
ing at the pretty face with its stray-
tng dimples and radiant eyes, smiled

sympathetically at her impatience,
while Mr. Harlow fumbled for his
glasses, and, drawing near the win-

dow to catch the fading light upon
the sheet, began to read. DBut, after
the opening sentences, Mrs. Harlow
forgot her daughter. Her eyes
dropped to the glimmering needles
and the comely old face betrayed no
sign of the inward perturbation with
which she listened to her son’s pro-
Mr. Harlow stumbled occasion-
ally in the reading, shifting impa-

ject.
J

tiently as if for better light, and
clearing his throat at intervals. The

letter ran thus:

Chicago, January 12, 1899.

Dear Letty: T have been thinking of you
all a good deal of late, and wishing that
I could do something to make you more
comfortable. I know that the farm meets
all running expenses, and that father has
encugh laid by for the future, so that you
have no cause for worry. The house is
1d, however, and lacking in conveniences,
nd a new house would make life easier.

I have been lucky in my copper stocks
and made more than I expected, so I mean

are my good fortune with you. I
inclose a’check made payable to your or-
der, and place the whole matter in your
hs . I will suggest, however, that you
bt upon the knoll beyond the orcharg,

as there is a pretty view of the river at
that point. Get a city architect to draw
ur plans, but put all else into Mason’s
e, as he is a reliable man.

I:n-.w,- to mother, father and yourself.

Your affectionate brother,

JOHN HARLOW.

With the last words, Letitia could
not be longer repressed. “Dear old
John!” she ecried. “Isn’t it amazing!

Oh, I have so wished for a different
house, but I never dreamed we would
have one!”

A different house! But, crushing
down her dismay, the mother spoke
brayely, the echo of her own words
still ringing in her ears. It was true
that Letty was not one “to be ask-
ing things.” Should she stand in the
way of this heart’s desire?

“Indeed it is amazing!” she said,

hexrtily. “John is a good boy, and

iful of our comfort, though he
has been so long from home. I
supposed he sent quite a tidy little

sum;"” and she held out her hand for
the cheek that her husband silently
proffered. “Sakes alive! Does he
mean us to spend all that on a

house 2”

“I don’t know what to say,” her
husband murmured in bewilderment.
He was puzzled at the manner in
which his wife accepted this aston-
ishing plan. He had supposed—but
Wemen were unaccountable. Then,
33, too, looked at Letitia’s eager face
and his own softened.

"So you're pleased, are you, little
€irl?” and he pinched her pink ear.
"Well, well—it's ‘hard to teach old
dogs mew trieks,” but we'll 15 S |
had always thought. the old house
pretty comfortable, but mebby that’s
brrw-:ms-c I've lived here all my days.
3.'1!1:,5; folks like new-fangled no-
tions, and we’ll not stand in the way;
eh, mother?” d

Letitia looked somewhat surprised
at this view of the question. She had
not dreamed that there could be ob-
jectiens to such_a delightful project.
Oh, if you and mother would not
like it,” whe began, trying to speak
easily,

Her mother heard the quiver of
disappsintment. “Like it?” che said,
briskly,
it, Letty? 1 s'pose gas and
Water and such fixin’s will be

L

L

“Who said we wouldn’t like

oy e

You mustn’t be surprised if it took
father and me a few minutes to
grasp the notion. There, now—if I
ain’t forgot the apples I was bakin’

for supper!” and she vanished in the
kitchen.

*“But, father—” Letitia was still
perturbed. Mr. Harlow took. the
flushed cheeks between his horny

hands and looked fondly down into
the troubled eyes. “Go ahead with
your house, Letty,” he said. “Mother
and I agreec pretiy well in most
things; and I guess we think it’s
about time you had some things as
you want 'em. Because we're used to
old ways doesn’t prove ’em to be
best. Besides, there’s John’s wishes
to be thought about. He’s remem-
bered that view all these years—a
mighty pretty prospeet and a real
sightly place for a home.”

That night, when the glimmer of
Letitia’s bedroom candle was lost in
the darkness of the upper hall, Mr.
Harlow softly closed the door and
tiptoed acress the rag carpet to his
wife, reading her Bible by the kero-
sene iamp.

“It’s goin’ to come harder te you
than to me, this leavin’ the old
home,” he said, tenderly. “Letty is a
good girl and will give it up without
a murmur if you say the word.”

His wife put up her hand to the
toil-worn one upon her shoulder.
“It’s you I'm thinkin’ of, Samuel,”
and she smiled wistfully. up at him.
“It was your father’s home before
you, and the Harlows were always
master hands to stick by the old |
things.”

“If it’s for me you're worryin’,
we’ll let her have her way,” he said,
sturdily. “And, after all, the old
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convenlent when we get used to ‘em.:

is jus\ what ! ‘would like to build for
rayself,” ke declared with conviction
-~“and in just such a place!”-

It was early in October that, at
last, they entered in and took pos-
session. Letitia, full of rejoicing over
the wide windows, the hard-wood
finish, the convenient closets, the

felt little sorrow as she denuded the
old house to make habitable the new.
But, to her father and mother, this
forsaking of walls hallowed by sad
and tender memories was filled with
unutterable regret. And when the
key was turned upon the echoing
rooms, now no longer home, the old
people looked into each other’s eyes
for the comfort that neither could
give. '

Letitia fluttered down the hill to
meet them. “It is all ready, now,”
she said, breathlessly, “except the
hanging of a few pictures! I'm so
glad there was enough money left
for the new carpets and hangings. It
has made it so much more beauti-
ful!” Laughing and chattering she
drew them from room to room,point-
ing out each individual charm and
comfort, unheeding the obvious ef-
fort with which they tried to share
in her joy.

“I wonder where mother is,” Leti-
tia murmured, one golden day, a
week later. A half-finished stocking
lay in the mending basket by a win-
dow overlooking the old home; but
mother was nat to be found. “I'll
run down to the other house,” the
girl thought, uneasily; and, throwing
a soft scarf about her head, hurried
along the reocad and past the orchard.
Turning the knob of the green door,
she found it locked, so slipped around
the side of the house, glancing in at

place’ll be right here. I ain’t a-goin’|
to sell it.” Letitia never knew how |
near she had approached to disap- |
pointment. E

The interest in the new house, ati
first simulated, soon became gen-
uine as the parents listened to Leti- |

the window as she passed. Suddenly
she shrank back into the shelter of
the lilaes, for in the dismantled liv-
ing-room she had discovered her
mother, crouched on the dusty floor,
forlornly gazing before her with sad,
unseeing eyes.

MR. HARLOW STUMBLED OCCASIONALLY IN THE READING.

tia’s happy plans. By March their
wishes were well formulated, and on
a mild day that gave treacherous
promise of spring, Letitia started for
the city to engage an architect. The
journey was short, and, in a brief
time, she found herself whisked aloft
in an elevator and deposited at the
door of “R. Ellsworth, Architect;”
this particular person having: been
recommended by a friend of her fa-
ther. Feeling somewhat nervous at
the magnitude of her undertaking,
Letitia timidly knocked. A chair
grated on the floor within and when
the door opened a young man, with
quiet bearing but alert glance, bowed
gravely to her.

“Is Mr. Ellsworth within?” she
stammered. “I would like to see him
upon business.” He stepped back to
allow her entrance, then bowed
courteously again. “I am Mr. Ells-
worth,” he said, as Letitia was ahout
to advance toward a middic-aged
man, busy with drafting tools in the
north window. i

“Oh!” Letitia could not
the exclamation; then flushed erin-
son. *“I—why, I expected an older
man,” she said, helplessly, then wau
doubly chagrined at her frankness.
A glimmer of mirth appeared in the
young man’s eyes; then, with a quick
perception -of what would set her
caller at her ease, let his amusement
have full sway. In a moment Letitia

SUppress

joined him and laughed until the
tears stood in her eyes.

“What, an absurd speech!” she
sighed at length. “But it was the

truth. T came to engage you to make
plans for our new house.”

“And now you doubt my wisdom
and experience,” he answered. “Let
me—"

“I 1think I will ask you to under-
take it,” she said, quickly; then, be-
coming grave, gave him a clear ae-
count of what she wished.

When Mr. Ellsworth submitted the
plans to the Harlows, all misgivings
that Letitia might have harbored
vanished.

In April the ground was broken,
and through the fair spring days and
those of early summer tLe work went
merrily on. All Letitia’s spare mo-
ments were spent in watching ‘he

| came 3 Mr.

Part of the meaning of it flashed
into Letitia’s mind. To be sure, this
was the birthday of Serena—little
Serena, who died so many years ago,
but who yet lived in the mother’s
heart. Letitia was touched, and longed
to reach her mother and comfort
her; yet all that she could do was
to steal back to the front of the
house and there, pacing back and
forth in the sunshine, wait until her
mother emerged from the shadow.
Here Mrs. Harlow found her when
her sad musings were put away.

“Why, Letty,” she tried to say,
with her wonted brightness, “what
brought you here? I thought I'd slip
down for a few minutes, and see if
all was right.” But Letitia was not
to be evaded. “You have been think-
ing about Serena, dear,” she said, lov-
ingly, laying her cheek against the

faded one, long since furrowed by
tears.

“Yes,” Mrs. Harlow said, simply,
forgetting her role’'of cheerfulness.
“I just had to come for a little
while. She seems nearer to me in
the old house.”

And then Letitia’s eyes were
opened.

It was not many days before the
clders noticed a change in tne girl.
There was a new gentleness in her
manner, a vague wistfulness, that
puzzled them sorely.

“Aren’t you feelin’ well?” her fa-
ther asked, anxiously.

“Oh, yes—of course T am well,” the
g°rl answered, brightly, smiling up
al him. But when she escaped to the
hall and, half-way up the stairs,
paised to look out through the dia-
mond panes at the brown fields be-
low, she saw them through a mist of
tears. “I do love it so!” she whis-
pered, passionately; but there was re-
nunciation in her gesture,

A week Jater Letitia received a let-
ter {rom John, but this she did not
show  “All right. Do as you think
best,” it said. “Their happiness is
our first consideration,” which,
though brief, was vastly comforting.

Errands soon called Letitin to the
city, froma which she returned tired
and pale. Soon, however, she was
apparenutly her old self again. The
-housekold was subsiding for the
winter. when an urgent invitation
and Mrs. Harlow to visit

1
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'low said, decidedly, though her eyes
had brightened at the prospeet.

“Why not?”askedLetitia,anxiously.
“It will do you both a world-of good,
and you haven't seen Cousin Mary
since she was so sick. Don’t you
think you ought to go?” The wily
girl knew how to pull the strings.
“But she wants us to stay two
weeks,” her mother objected, with
signs of wavering. “That brings it
right up to Thanksgivin’. It is
throwin’ too much work upon you.”

“Oh, I'll get Sarah Duncan to come
in for help and company,” Letitia
said, easily. “I'd just love to havae
my own way for awhile.” And, event-
vally, the girl had her way, start-
ing her travelers on their journey
with a relief that could hardly be
masked. “It leaves so little time,”
she sighed; “but, with help, it shall
be done.”

Not until Thanksgiving day did
Cousin Mary relax her hold upon her
guests, her hospitable intentions be-
ing made more effective by notes
from Letitia urging them not to

urry home. It was near noon when
Letitia drove to meet her parents,
her cheeks aglow in the frosty air,
that had left its rime upon the fields
and hedgerows. She eagerly scanned
the long train, as it rolled into the
station laden with home-seeking trav-
elers, a little frown of anxiety puck-
ering her brow.

Suddenly she rose in the carriage,
unable to believe her eyes. Who was
the tall man assisting his mother to
alight? It couldn’t be—

“Why, John!” she cried, springing
out and leaving Jack to his own de-
vices as she ran across the platform.
“It is too good to be true!”

“%So I thought when I found father
and mother on the train,” he said,
as he kissed her heartily. “I hope
you have provided enough dinner, for
I have an old-fashioned appetite.
Been traveling night and day to get
here. Didn't know I could get off un-
til two hours before I started.
Thought I’'d take you by surprise,”
with a quizzical look at the wonder-
ing, joyful face.

“All aboard for Turkey!” she cried,
gayly. “Dear people, it seems an age
since I saw you!” giving her mother
an affectionate squeeze as she elimbed
to her side in the carriage, yielding
the reins to her father. So gayly did
she chatter that they had reached the
new house before her questions had
all been answered. Just as her fa-
ther turned Jack’s head toward the
drive, she laid a restraining hand
apon his arm.

“If you don’t mind”—her voice
trembled a little—*“let’s drive down
to the other house first. 'John will
like to see it.” A shadow crossed her
father's face and her mother started
to speak, but thought better of it.
Letitia should not dream what it cost
tthem to see the deserted house on
Thanksgiving day. Would it—ecould it
seem like Thanksgiving in the mnew
house? |

On, past the orchard, they rattled,
Letitia’s tongue running more gayly
than ever, though the rest were silent.
Thus far her father and mother had
not ventured a look at the dear old
place, lest its solitude reproach them;
but, as they drew up before the gate,
the green door flew open and Sarah
Duncan, smiling and hearty, beckoned
them in.

“It’s pretty frosty yet,” she urged.
“Come right in where it’s warm.”

“Warm!” quavered Mrs. Harlow,
not offering to move. Her husband’s
gaze was fixed upon the shining win-
dows by which the old house wel-
comed him, as if with friendly eyes.

“Warm?  Yes, dearest.” And,
springing to the ground, Letitia ten-
derly extended her arms. “Come,
mother,” she said, unsteadily, though
her face was alight with happiness,
“for this is home.”

The dear old things had once more
settled back into their accustomed
places. If here and there a new pos-
session had found place, it was care-
ful not to infringe upon the sweet
familiarity.

In the living room a long table was
already covered with Mrs. Harlow’s
favorite snowdrop cloth and set with
gold-beaded china and quaint old
silver as on former Thanksgiving
days. With a pretty air of impor-
tance Letitia hurried between kitcher.
and living room, now with glasses of
ruby cranberry and again with tow-
ering plumes of celery. A composite
odor of good things entered with her,
Iiring John to the kitchen in her
walke.

“I haven’t had a charce to tell you
something important,” he said, in an
undertone, drawing her to the wins
dow. “I had an hour between trains,
so I ran down to see the real estate
man in whose charge you have put
the new house. What do you suppose
he told me? Nothing less than that
he has found a purchaser already!
There’s a hustler for you! Such speed
is positively unheard of.”

Letitia grew a little pale, and her
lip quivered. “Did he say who had
bought it?” she asked.

“I jotted the name
where. Oh, here it
Robert Ellsworth.”

For a moment, Letitia looked at
him with incredulous eyes, then the
color rushed to her cheeks. *“That
turkey must be scorching,” she mur-
mured, turning hastily away. But
John looked after her with specula-
tive eyes. The turkey was not
scorched, but done to a delectable
brown, and John bore it in riuizph
to the table. *

With her hand eclasped in her
mother’s, Letitia bent her head for
the blessing:. “Dear Fathe;, we thank
Tuee for Thy great goodness to us—
for the love that gladders all our
days.” Mr
tender.

down some-
is—Illsworth,

us, this b
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Harlow's voice grew more |
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__Fruit and Ornamental Trees, Grape
Vines, Small ¥ruits, Asparagus, and
sverything for Orchard, Lawn and Gar-
den. Wesell direct, at right prices, to
the planter and have no agents. Gen-
eral catalogue on application to
- H.F. HILLENMEYER,

Both Telephones. Lexington, Ky,

The Burlington’s California Ex-
cursion, Personally Conducted,

—_——

Every Wednesday night from St.
Louis and Chicago, the Burlington's
Personally Conducted Tourist Sleeper
Excursions leave for California. The
crowning feature is the route through
Denver, Scenic Colorado, Salt Lake City.
Homessekers’ excursion to the West and
Northwest on October 15, November 5th
and 19th, December 3d and 17th.

“The Burlington-Northern Pacific
Express’ is the famous solid through
train, St. Louis, Kausas City to Puget
Sound, Seattle and Portland, via Bill-
ings, Montana, Butte, Helena, Spokane.

The Burlington runs the best trains
to Kansas City, St. Joseph, Omaha,
Denver, St. Paul, Montana, Washing-
ton, Pacific Coast. It is the greatest
railroad of the Louisiana Puarvchase.
Outline your trip and let us advise you
the least cost. Any ticket agent can sell
via the Burlington. W. M Shaw, D.
P. A, 406 Vine Street, Cincinnati, O. ;
L. W. Wakeley, Gen’l Pass’r Agent,
St. Louis, Mo.; Howard Elliott, General
Manager, St. Louis, Mo.

You should sce the beaatiful samples
of 10x20 portraits for $10, framed com-
plete. Former price £20.

L. GRINNAN & Son.

My agoencey insures against fire,
wind and storm—best old, reliabie
prompt paying companies—non-
union. W. O.HINTON, Agt.

e

For a good clean shave and an up-to-
date hair cut call at Tom Crawford’s
new barber shop, located in the old post
office stand. No long waits. (tf)

To Care A Cold in One Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets
All druggists refund - the money if it
fails to cure. E. W, Grow’s signature

s on each box. 25c. (jR5-1yr)
CHESAPEAKE & GHID RY.
TIMB TABLE.

IX EFFECT JULY 14 188
BOUND. a t 1
ks
8 §12am 5 80pm
9 18pm 8 8
&5 943pm 9 Bam 1“)-'”
2 45pm
1 7(8pm
'n 90Spm
g RET BOUND, b 1
3.4 7
oty 16 e s 2o
. .. pm
Ar Shelbyvill
Al Joum jeen

Trains marked thus t run daily except
Bunday; other trains run daily,
Through Sleepers between {,oshvillo.
Lehe.xingtol and New VYork withont
nge. :
Foz rates, Sleeping Car reservations
or any informaticu call on
E. B. CARR,
Agent L. & N. R. R,, Paris, Ky.,
81, GEORGE W. BARNEY,
Div. Paca. Agert. Jexington Ky

BIG FOUR.

THE BUFFALO ROUTE TO

VARG
 EXPSITON.

UNION DEPOT AT
CINCINNATI.

Tickets reading via Big Four and
Lake Shore will te good on Steamer
Line in either direction between Cleve-
land aad Buffalo without extra charge

. C.CLARK; F, P. A.;
Chattanooga, Tenn.
J E REEVES, G. S. A,

Ay Cincinnagi, O.
J.W LYNCH,GP.&T. A.

‘Cincinnati, O.

CLOTHING - CLEANED
SASTHOMAS BROS. 4R

Are prepared to promptly dye, clean,
press and repair clothing in a satisfac-
tory maunner at reasonable prices. They
ask your patronage. nov23-1yr,

’Phoue 303
OrposiTE HoTer. WINDSOR

A pe

T R e
pens roostvads00. 624 51 & bo

PROFESSIONA

OSTEOPA THIST pme

Dr.J. T.

Graduate
A. T. Still School,
Kirksville, Mo.
Member A. A. A. O.

DR. E. L, STEVENS,
MENTIST, . 3 \ 3

Office; in Agricultural Bank Building.
Take Elevator.

(8to12a. m
Otﬁceﬂonrsi 1to5 p. m.
"Phone 343, juned-1yr.

L CARDS

Drake,
‘West Side Court
e Ry

—
o

-

J T. McMI1LLAN,
L]

DENTIST,
Office No. 3 Broadway,

PARIS, -

- KENTUCKY. e

CHARLES D. WEBB,
- ATTORNEY-AT-1 AW,
Special attenticn given te Collection

office on Broadway.

PARIS. - =

. EKENTUCEY.

T PORTER SMITH, o3
L]
NON-UN1ON AGENTS,.

RELIARLE FIRE

AT LOW RATES.

5 BROADWAY, -

INSURANCE,

- Paris, Ky,

Pule N. FOLEY, -

DENTIST, ¥ - el
Office in Paton Building. opposite e

Hotel Fordham.

Can be found at office at night.

T OHN J. WILLIAMS,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Office in Simms’ Building,

e

PARIS, -

- KENTUCKY.

F. W. Shackelford’,q

Contractor and Buildef. x
P. O. Box, O.

PARIS, KY.

G. W. DAVIS,
Furniture, vl
Carpets, .
Wall Paper,

Etc.

Fuaeral Furnishings.
Ambulance Attended Promptly.

Day Phone, 137,

Calls for .

Night, 142

WARKIK:

Only one ORIGINAL CHICKERING
PIANG 2ud it is mads in Bostou, Mass.

The W. G. Woodmansee Piano Ge.
Bole distributors Chickering & Sows, (Angeiny,

rfect piano player) and 16 other gond makes of
105 & 107 W, £th St., Cinecinnati,
N. B. Callor write and get our rices. it will nav vou.

ianos.

BEWAHE UF
FRAUD.

Kodol Dyspepsia Cure :
Digests what you eat.

MARY L.

Manicure Artist. L

Hair Shampooed, Facial and Scalp

Massage. Will call at the residence of

any lady upon receipt of order
marent address, Paris, Ky.

My agency insures against
fire wind and storm--best old

reliable prompt

panies--non-union. . S
W. 0. HINTON Agt. 7

Per-

_—

paying com-

FROM

Cincinnati

TO

TO

DAYTON,

AND

ing Service,
Sleepers.

undersigned for

Indianapolis

AND

With direct connection for all
poiuts in the

West and Northwest

DETRIOT

With direet connection for
pointsin Michigan and Canada.
Vestibaled Trains, Cafe Din-
Compartment

If you expect to make a trip
ask ticket agents for rates via
the C. H. & D., or address the

lars you may desire

Chicago

TOLEDO

any particu-

- 5




